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EY WANNA FUCK AGAIN? 
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SEARCHING FOR "THE GLYPHS OF SHE." NEVER ATTEMPT THE ACTUAL RITE. IN cr 
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I DO HAVE AN EARLIER 
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HER NAME WAS XYRA, SHE WORKED AT THE BOOKSTORE. 


P YOU CAN'T BE SERIOUS! 
YOU MEAN YOU HAVE A 


WE 60T IT FROM AN ESTATE 
AUCTION LAST MONTH. 
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LAST. GREY HAD FOUND THE 
کون و ووي‎ FOR. 


A SERIES OF ANCIENT RITES WHICH 
፪ OFFERED TRANSPORT TO THE DOMAIN OF A DEMONNESS 
so MYSTERIOUS SHE WAS ONLY KNOWN as "SHE." 
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RITE WOULD TRANSPORT ONE OF THEM 
TO E DA DOMAN OF SHE 


A NETHER-PLANE WHERE TORTURE AND 
AGONY EQUALED PLEASURES UNTOLD. ል 
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EACH STROKE BROUGHT THEM CLOSER... = 


W THE GODDESS WAS AT LAST APPEASED... AND GREY WAS GRANTED ENTRY TO... 
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THANK YOU GODDESS FOR GRANTING 
E THIS GIFT OF YOUR PRESENCE! 
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~ ^ [087 PRESENCE BRINGS 
PLEASURES NO MAN CAN CONCIEVE 
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PERFECTLY PURE. 
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YOU HAVE REN A MOST NORTHY SERVANT. 
NOW IT IS TIME FOR YOUR REWARD! 
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HER PROMISES CAME TRUE. ۸ 
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TIME FOR THE VENTURER TO RETURN 
TO HIS OWN WORLD... 


GOD ALMIGHTY, I TRANSCENDED TO THE 
OTHER SIDE! BUT...XYRA! I MUST TELL 
XYRA THAT THE RITUAL WORKED! 
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NONNE ir rn THE RITE OF TRANSCENDENCE 
SOMETHING MORE. 
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BUT THERE WAS NO TIME FOR MOURNING. 
GREY'S WORK WAS CUT OUT FOR HIM. 
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BUT SHE WOULD UNDERSTAND. TO 
DARE TO BE ONE WITH 6005 DOES 
NOT COME WITHOUT ITS RISKS. 


AND HE WOULD GIVE IT TO HER, TIME 
AND TIME AGAIN, ARMAR TER SO 


PJ GREY HAD TASTED THE PLEASURES OF SHE BUT ONCE, 
PLEASURES BEYOND HUMAN COMPREHENSION. 
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HE WOULD NEVER STOP TRYING... 
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But the third Sister who is also the youngest—! Hush! whisper 
whilst we speak of her! Her kingdom is not large, or else no 
flesh should live, but within that kingdom all power is hers... 


—Thomas De Quincey 


—room. flickered out of- exis- 
tence, at once replaced by 
some. ..other...place. A churning 
black-scarlet chasm. Yet behind 
him, something beckoned, but— 
what? 

He turned, breathless, and 
walked ahead: 

Pm here, came the tear-eyed 
thought. 7...made îi... 

“Yes, traveler. You did.” 

The voice pinned his eyes 
open, the fugue murmured in his 
ከ680. It was the power of his 
providence, he knew, and his 
privilege, that allowed him this 
revelation, this glimpse of what 
no man alive—and few -dead— 
had ever seen. 

This glimpse of Her. 

The woman stood beseech- 
ingly.-Long legs, joined by: an 
abundant plot of thatch, rose to 
form (he perfect - silhouette. 
High, heavy breasts—four of 
them—jutted in their macabre 
femininity, with nipples so dis- 
tended it was clear they'd been 
recently, voraciously «sucked. 
The great mane of hair shone 


dark as midnight, framing the 
shadows which claimed Her 
face. Her hands opened then, as 
if to invite embrace, with fingers 
exceedingly long, and nails pro- 
tracted to foot-long pins. 
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Her, Grey thought. His sen- 
tience reformed, then emerged 
like a corpse rising from a pit of 
lime. And the image—of Her— 
remained behind his eyes as his 
heart began to beat again. 

Psychotic contraindication? 
he “considered. Hallucinosis? 
No, he'd had his bouts with that 
before. This was different. The 
dream—the vision—had too 
many edges, each sharp as the 
edge of the antique straight razor 
Xyra-had produced from her 
satchel. A Hoffrie #10, he knew 
at a-glance. Circa 1788, one of 
five made privately: for D.F. de 
Sade by the famed Erlangen 
metal works. "I stole it from a 
collector," she'd. told- Grey. 
"Some fat slob I fucked in 
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Prague. He had this heroin from 
Pakistan that was so hot, they'd sell 
it as Body Bag or Redrum in L.A. T 
cut his shot with diazepam; it put 
him in laa land before he could 
even get the spike out. Then I 
ripped: off as many of his toys as I 
could fit in my bag." 

The calm with which she spoke 
of her-crimes impressed Grey, 
along with-much else. Would she do 
the same with him? Had she slipped 
any incipients-into the -dollops of 
red hashish he'd. gotten from his 
purveyors in Europe? He- sorely 
doubted it. She was as much of his 
mold as he hers, just different gen- 
erations. But— 

The Interstice, his. thoughts 
returned: 

Yes, the vision. He and Xyra. Just 
now-as the newly stropped blade 
sparkled in-lamplight. The Final 
Intercession: the Prelude-to the 


Bearing of Witness. They'd smoked 
the hashish while taking turns etch- 
ing the blade over the stencils—long 
shallow cuts welling up red beneath 


the -rice- paper. Perhaps: they 
should've transferred the ink direct- 
ly to their skin—it was a considera- 
tion for the future. If the glyph 
plates were forgeries, they were a 
1010 of exemplary skill. But just as 
their coupling brought them close to 
death; Grey delved into his lover yet 
again, felt locked in a sudden stasis. 
An. amalgamation of-scents and 
fetors sifted up his sinuses: spoiled 
fruit, raw animal flesh; honeysuckle 
and wisteria: It was then that the 
room flickered out and, next, he 
stood naked in the forbidden black- 
red chasms of smoking rock. and— 

Her. 

Not Xyra, no. It was the god- 
dess... 
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When Grey blinked, ope of the 
oil lamps had burned out. Back 
with Xyra in bed, the sheets famil- 
iarly damp- beneath them. Grey 
struggled for a breath as her white 
thigh slid up, nestling against the 
spent-scrotum. "You. passed- out,” 
she said. 

“How long?" he- queried; eying 
the lamp. 

“Maybe -an -hour.”- Her - small 
hand found his groin, cosseting it. 

Did-I...pass-over? he dared ask 
himself. The: vision gently blared 
behind his eyes, like blurred vision. 
Was it the Tnierstice I was looking 
through? 

Light from the other lamp silhou- 
etted-the fine, petite curve of Xyra's 
breast when she leaned: up. She'd 
removed the clamps, no doubt after 
days, which left the quartered nip- 
ples swollen to flowered: plugs. ገ 
thought you were dead—” 

Dead, Grey baldly thought. The 
word tasted sweet as cane syrup în 
his head. Death... 

“abut you- came again when I 
blew you,” she said. “Your: come 
was really thin, like water" Eyes 
lined deep with black mascara indi- 
cated the Spanish cuspidor, to allay 
the technical fears. No; they must- 
nt swallow anything, either of 
them, for that would spoil their fast 
and everything else- Moisture left a 
delicate trail when she errantly slid 
her pubis—freshly shaven from the 
razor—along his leg. Just as errant- 
ly, his hand glided to her belly, feel- 
ing the crusted- outlines of the 
glyphs which now had dried to a 
tracery of scabs. Afterglow, came 
the tawdry word. No love in this, 
nor even romance. This was an 
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alchemy of -arcane mechanics, a 
recipe-of details, aura, and flesh: 
Psychical-valence. They'd made 
painstaking preparations: the eight- 
day fast; the sequenced medita- 
tions, the consumption of only rain- 
water. The exquisite sensation of 
writhing over one another as their 
blood wept from the newly sliced 
outlines did indeed seem an ethere- 
al experience. It was so close, Grey 
could almost feel himself being 
drawn somewhere else in-a moist; 
enveloping cloud of pain, pleasure, 
semen;-and blood.-But if a full and 
total. Consignment -of-the Flesh 
actually did come to be achieved, 
would--they-- both- pass The 
Interstice? Only he? Only she? The 
thin-tome- wasn't clear on that 
point, only referring to The Passage 
of the Transcendent, and then, opti- 
mally, The Bearing of Witness. 

For-hours and-then days, the 
lamps -filled each with -precisely 
forty: “drabits” of whale oil, they 
embraced each other and cut each 
other, engaged in every act of sexu- 
لو‎ congress- conceivable- and then 
some not-conceivable; loving 6 
another and then hating, pleasuring 
and-brutalizing, flooding their sens- 
es in The Earthly Praise of She. 

The second lamp, then, guttered 
Out: 

“Shit!” Xyra exclaimed. 

Grey's hand stroked: her back. 
Now (hat the moment was passed, 
his affections—his human ones— 
could: drop their guard. Her warm, 
damp skin felt so soft beneath the 
fine grit- of dried blood. He 
embraced her then, kissed her tears 
to taste her sorrow in the consola- 
tion he knew she must be steeped 
in. She wept in a silence as warm as 
her skin. 


“Don't despair,” be whispered: 
“We'll simply have to try again." 
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The abstraction, of course, was 
timeless. 10 fact it was-Xyra who 
suggested that their transcendence 
had been arrested simply because 
they hadn't. made the razor--cuts 
deep enough: 

But Grey didn’t dare tell her that 
he had transcended; if only-in part: 
He was nearly certain, that or he 
was mad. The image of what he'd 
seen—the irreducible moment of 
the vision—could-hardly be mistak- 
eń for a-night-terror. Lust, carnali- 
ty— that's what he had seen. Venery 
more heated, more depraved: than 
anything: ever reckoned by: the 
human-species—all made flesh in 
that-incalculable terra dementata— 

Lust incarnate— 

The- embodiment: of :sheer las- 
eiviousness— 

Her. 

Fragments of glimpses aimed 
past the- Mistress’ fine shoulder 
revealed -slivers of Her -domain: 
nude figures splayed out like hors 
d'oeuvres of living flesh. Inflamed 
privates hotly - licked, ` tasted, 
sucked. Runneled- erections—not 
of Grey's world—plunged into any 
available orifice amid a sound like 
footsteps through: mud. Moans. 
merged-in a sacred litany, horror 
and - jubilation - singing 85 one. 
Kisses and bites indistinguishable. 
Exhuberant ` sperm flying with 
exhuberant blood. And“ more, 
delectibly- more: - catheterizations, 
exsanguinations, the siphoning of 
spinal fluids to be greedily gulped 
down in crude tin goblets. Buttocks 
were. parted, then plundered, then 
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broken. Squab hands wrung blood 
from-ears and nostrils, -or- simply 
pried apart whole heads. Sheets 
and:sheets of something seemed to 
have been flung this way and that; 
Grey could only cogitate that they 
were sheets of human skin. 

Atrocities here, but there? 

Pleasures untold... 

Yes, Grey must have gotten 
there, though he darnt tell Xyra; 
she'd. feel inadequate, she'd feel it 
was her fault they hadn't transcend- 
ed together. He resisted consoling 
her now. She sat listless. in the 
Katsura kimono he'd thought noth- 
ing of paying $5000 for. Her. com- 
plete lack-of awe at his wealth was 
only the first proof of her verity. 
Many more such proofs followed in 
the. weeks: after their meeting, 
which convinced him of not only 
her necessary preternatural purity 
but also of her peerless candidacy 
for joining him on these treks of the 
erudite: damned. Her appearance 
fooled him: post-punk garb, all 
black; clove- cigarettes in blue 
paper. body - piercings ` and 
Everclear buttons, a page boy cut 
of ‘snow-white hair fringed with 
bright crimson. No, these were just 
veneers: of taste which had nothing 
whatever to do with the spirit. If 
anything; Xyra knew as much of the 
cabalistic Codices as he, from the 
Callings of Osiris to the Psalters of 
the Cenotes, the sacrificial rites of 
Moloch, Baalzephon; and the 
Chinnamasta, the Order of the 
Iluminati and the Invocations of 
Fong-Chur. In- more than six 
decades, Grey had never come 
upon a woman so well-versed. 

Nor so sexually provocative. 

The seekers of truth, transcen- 
dence and. human. providence in 


Seattle, Washington proved regret- 
tably few. Here truth was mused of 
as the icon of Kurt Cobain, and the 
droves. of spiritless youth trans- 
planting themselves here 10 give 
their icon homage via the specious 
chicness of LV heroin use, grunge 
rock, and homelessness. Damned. 
of their own, Grey realized. Such a 
useless expenditure of spirit. True, 
drugs played paramount mm (he 
occult pursuits, but only 85 pream- 
bles 800 only when pure. Heroin, 
opium, --psychedelies—Grey had 
used enough to create an unparal- 
leled clinical addiction—and so had 
Xyra—yet they'd never lost the 
vision of their use. Mere acces- 
sories for a higher, holy purpose. 
The weak-minded and derelict— 
the: truly lost—had earned their 
interminable curse. But the control 
of such delicacies remained. open 
only for the truest seekers. These 
substances were nothing but tools 
to be used with an undiluted mind- 
fulness, for providence. 

Close to: seventy now, -the 
decades had- scarcely exhaled on 
the-body-and- mind of Brentford 
Etter Grey. Lean, tanned, clear of 
eye and clear of mind, he'd pass for 
fifty in a day, even forty if he chose 
to dye the dust-gray edges out of his 
shoulder-length hair. Perhaps chas- 
ing immortal visions had left a tinc- 
ture in his blood, or some spit from 
the-gods. Xyra, too, carried the 
same agelessness, thirty now but 
embodied like a school girl a year 
or two into pubescence. And look- 
ing at her now, the shiny Katsura 
draping but her -arms and shoul- 
ders, Grey was stricken not only 
with appreciation but gratitude to 
have happened upon. this angel of 
wise darkness. She sat and silently 
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smoked her ‘clove cigarette, her 
breasts. delineated to small, hard 
fruit from the fast. Inordinately 
large nipple-ends, long and stout as 
the end ofa pinkie, she'd previous- 
ly quartered with a razor in the 
fashion of dum-dum bullets. Once 
they'd healed, the effect was gor- 
geous: buds of starred. flesh. Her 
legs rose coltish in their leanness, 
her-skin- white às the rice paper 
She'd made from scratch to fashion 
the stencils: The inclined abdomen; 
totally bereft of fat; showed off the 
outlines of the glyphs he'd etched in 
a tender and quite beautiful hue of 
a blushing orchid rose now that the 
scabs had cleared. It was the truest 
art they'd capved into themselves 
during the Intercessions. The art of 
the Glyphs: 

Eventually» she -- rose - and 
dragged the linens off the bed. He 
could sense her distemper but still 
refused to speak of it. The now dry 
spillage ‘on the bottom sheet 
reminded him of-the snow-angels 
he'd made as a child, only these 
angels were scarlet. 

And not so innocent. 

T-thought you were dead, he 
remembered her saying, and again 
he thought: Death... 

But the tome made no mention 
of Death Rites, nor anything so 
uninventive as sacrifice. She was an 
incongruous goddess, and an sur- 
reptitious one, so surreptitious that 
none: of the pre-Bruscan archives 
nor the extensive Roman registries 
even mentioned Her name. Only 
She. Much came, Grey knew, with 
the accuracy—or inaceuracy—of 
the translation, but these para- 
phrases were culled from the gen- 
uine-Frisian tablets excavated by 
Deniere in 1837, from Brython urn 


21 


fields near Gatwick, and personally 
transposed into English by the rep- 
utable - Dr. John Dee. The 
Intercessions of Transcendence, 
was the good doctors best guess at 
the actual epithet of what would 
later be published by the intaglists 
at the McKellan Press in Edinburgh 
in 1850. Five hundred copies were 
printed, which hardly made-the 16- 
page volume rare by the standards 
of a collector of Grey's wealth. But 
when the actual glyph tablets were 
found: some 30 years later, the 
McKellan's had printed only four 
copies of the necessary: plates 
before the famous fires had burned 
down half the city. All four copies — 
entitled merely The Glyphs—were 
luckily spirited out: And then lost; 
of course, to time, forgery, and 
greed. 

Grey, after his own schooling at 
Exham, Harvard, and the Academy 
of Nurnburg, would then spend the 
next four and a half decades search- 
ing for a genuine copy, and would 
pay any price. 

More providence; then. Or per- 
haps something even more divine: 
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He'd met Xyra while perusing 
one of the hundreds of used-book 
dealerships that seemed to occupy 
so much of his life, the endless 
search for volumes worthy of his 
collection. Usually these trips were 
pure waste, yielding nothing more 
interesting than a watered-down 
treatise on Satanism by Someone 
who may (or may not) have actual- 
ly read Crowley. Grey couldn't 
count-how many “genuine” copies 
of The Necronomicon he'd been 
shown, all complete with “a gen- 


uine certificate of authenticity, sir." 
God. But this particular. establish- 
ment—drably, Bill's Books and 
Antiquities—proved. its salt - at 
Grey's- first: glance into the glass- 
cased: “Metaphysics” section. Two 
copies of Beddoes’ Death-Jest 
Book, First Printings and both with 
slipcases- in VG - condition, the 
impossible to find: pamphlet The 
Synod of the Aorists from the orig- 
inal. presses-in Bamberg, and the 
even tarer Megapolisomancy - by 
deCastries;-a book thought not to 
even actually exist until Leiber-hap- 
pened upon a copy while living in 
Corona Heights-in- 1957. Grey, of 
course, owned all of these himself, 
but the mere fact of their being here 
made him wonder-what other dim 
gems might łurk "amongst the 
shelves. He was peering into the 
case at the-deCastries; without a 
thought considering its $1,700 price 
tag (it-appeared-in slightly: better 
condition than the copy he'd found 
last year in New Orleans) when he 
sensed the lithe- shadow behind 
him. "TH bet you already have that,” 
came a voice that seemed leather- 
tough but uniquely feminine. ^I can 
tell by your aura." 

Grey- frowned as he turned. 
Then narrowly stared. 

Not a typical Goth Girl playing 
vampire, no. This figurine radiated 
something—her own aura Der: 
haps-—well- past -the-poseur garb, 
eyebrow: studs, - and Joy Division 
pins. Grey assayed her raptly: lumi- 
nescent absinthe eyes, the severe 
lipline, teeth white as the shell-lin- 
ing of a butter -clam. The red- 
fringed ` ivory-white page boy 
caressed a countenance that he 
could only describe: to himself as 
paramental—the' visage. of a sub- 


carnate, or a lower deity; he strug- 
gled not to appear taken. aback. 
“Yes, I do own a copy.” He cleared 
his throat. “1 commend your estab- 
lishment, though.-Most such places 
boast little more than dust-jacket< 
less first editions of more Crowley: 
clones; only to camouflage the for- 
geries-of the real books.” 

Her hip-cocked, long white legs 
lambent beneath--black fishnets. 
“Oh, theres a sucker born every 
minute. Do- you know-how- many 
times --Fve sold the - “genuine” 
Necronomicon?” 

Grey couldn't help the chuckle: 
“With “a certificate of authenticity, I 
trust.” 

“My boss makes-the certificates 
in PageMaker.” 

Grey let: his--eyes- fall In his 
sight, then, he could see her-truth 
somehow...and ber lust flowing 
beneath her -edges. Just like my 
own, he supposed: In- a dream he 
saw them fucking on the floor; like 
animals, Grey's seed filling her up 
and leaking out. Again, though, he 
caught “himself. Such- blatancy 
would seem wasted on her; he-had 
whores for that, womeń who would 
do anything for crack money. No 
spirit, -no truth. "But Tm 
impressed,” he eventually returned: 
“The Beddoes, the deCastries. Not 
exactly the wares of -the local 
Barnes & Noble.” : 

Unconsciously,- -her- white 
hand—like a fragile--porcelain 
dove—opened on her thigh. “We've 
got The Intercessions, the-real 
Edinburgh printing. So far the high- 
681 bid is 14 grand, but...you 
already have that too.” 

Grey's gaze thinned, finally 
looking past her primal desirability 
and into whatever it was that shone 


behind: her eyes. "You're quite 
brazen, miss. Tellme what you have 
that I don't. 

“The Glyphs.” 

“Bullshit,” he departed from his 
usual: “refrain from “profanity. 
“You're as beautiful as you are a 
liar.” 

“And plates from the original 
linoleum-blocks, not copies... You 
think you're hot stuff in your Italian 
suit. That's Claro Silk, isn't it? I can 
tell by the shine; Walk in here an act 
like a "collector." You just want to 
fück-me, like every other swinging 
dick who comes through the door. 
But— A tiny smile, like a cats. 
"That's okay. You're just like me—” 

“Tthink-not,” Grey recoiled. 

*so1 won't hold that against 
you. Now, are you-gonna stand 
there like some smug, family-inher- 
itance dilettante; or do you want to 
seeit?”- 

“Your-acumen is ‘atrocious. I’ve 
a mind to talk to the manager; and 
pay him-to fire you. But... Yes, 
young-lady, Td very much like to 
see it if you'll-be so cordial.” 

“Cordial? I wish I had a cock so 
1 could make you suck it. Then Td 
stick itp: your ass and wipe the 
shit off on-that-$1000 Burberry.” 

Grey was mortified... 

“Come -on, killer. It's-in the 
vault.” 

She opened the coded lock in 
the back of the: store-room.- Grey 
noted: a. respectable -Arrowhead 
alarm: system with sensored trig- 
gers; tape-switches, and motion- 
detector heads. If this was-a sham, 
it was a g00d-one. His doubts dwin- 
died further when she gave him a 
pair of acetate gloves and a surgical 
mask, then donned the same her: 
self. Not much lay on the vaults 


shelves, just a few glass cases and 
several boxed editions. 

“We- got it from Antwerp. last 
spring, an estate sale. The auction's 
next week, open bid. So far the 
highest offer is $70,000." A tiny key 
opened the-lock- on the case—its 
contents stank horribly, not the 
musty smell of old books, but more 
like something long dead. All Grey 
could do then was stare— 

—as the volume. stared back, 
gold flake on an oddly white cover 
spelling, simply: The-Glyphs. 

“1 don't have to tell you to be 
very careful,” she warned. 

Grey daintily opened the cover, 
scrutinizing. The copyright was cor- 
rect: McKellän Presses, - 1881, 
Edinburgh: And-after that and a 
title-page, only: two more pages 
remained, linoleum prints of what 
were allegedly exact copies of the 
original glyphs from the Gatwick 
tablets. 

“Tm.:.stunned; but still, it could 
be a very expert—” 

“Forgery,” Xyra finished. 

“So Tl need to check the—" 

“The--watermark.”. She handed 
him a Leica jeweler' glass. “Slightly 
off-left and. off-center ouer the 
copyright." 

Grey's eye squeezed the glass; 
the blood seemed to drain out of his 
head when he saw the impossible- 
to-reproduce trademark. 

“I need-—I need to—speak with 
the manager.” 

“Fuck (he manager,” the girl 
replied "He's: downtown having 
crab balls at tlie. Flying Fish. And 
the book isn’t for-sale.” 

Outrage! “But you just said—" 

“T don't give a shit what I said. 
You know what this is, and so do 1. 
It’s not a toy. It's not something to 
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sit in some asshole's stuck-up col 
lection so he can show-off to his 
friends while they drink wine with 
their fucking pinkies in the air. This 
is the portal, you know that. This is 
the passageway. toz” 

“Transcendence,” Grey whis- 
pered as though crushed glass filled 
his throat. What he'd been search- 
ing for—for forty years—he now 
held in his gloved hands. If need be, 
he knew, he'd kill for it. If need be, 
he'd reach into- ከ15 pocket; -with- 
draw his Al Mar, and shear her lily- 
white neck to the vertebrae. 

“Transcendence, that's right,” 
and only for a moment did she look 
directly into Grey's eyes. “Yes, yes,” 
the words slipped. "You're the one, 
and so am I.” Then: “Come on." 

Grey:stalled: “What-what do you 
mean?” 

She closed the case, pulled off 
the: gloves and mask. She tucked 
the case under her arm. “What do I 
mean? Three guesses, Sherlock: 
The first two don’t -count. Get it? 
Now let's get out of here before my 
boss gets back from lunch.” 

Speechless, Grey followed her 
hair-scent out the back door. “My 
boss is gonna croak,” she giggled. 
“It was a shit job anyway.” 

Then they got. into Grey's 
Daimler and drove away. 
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And: fell in love, not nearly so 
much as with each other, but with 
the true lust of what they both 
longed for, and what they knew 
they'd been put on earth to achieve 
together. 

Grey's downtown loft was now a 
temple. Since their first venture, 
they started over again completely. 


For weeks- they'd reread: The 
Intercessions, parsing each phrase, 
dismantling every syllabic gesture, 
poring over every possible inflection 
and tense-variation. They -consid- 
ered any and all interpretation: 
Nothing could be inexact; not the 
sheerest. oddment nor appositive. 
Xyra made the rice paper for the 
steneils-while Grey himself concoct- 
ed the ink from sesame oil and pes- 
tled buds of. Queen Anne's Lace: 
Meanwhile; they began the next fast 
at the first astronomical. minute of 
the new moon—the- Druid -moon— 
and then began the Cleansing. 

First the initial Bleedings, then 
the Baths (in Calistoga ash), then 
the Irrigations. Gastric lavage and 
enemas with lavender water, daily 
flushing the: more: unsavory -snip- 
pets of humanness from their sys- 
tems. For the goddess was so much 
more than human—and: excitingly 
so- much less, was She not? Grey 
still strongly suspected that he had 
indeed seen Her, and knew what 
that seeing meant. The kissing of 
two worlds. The prolapsation of 
agony into rapture: 

==pain as deliverance of pleas- 
ure, lust made flesh, made so dia- 
bolical; atrocious, and corrupt, so 
purely- evil, that- their- nameless 
seductress: had been banished to 
somepläce infinitely lower than hell 
eons before the fall of the Morning 
Star from God's left hand. 

No, Grey could not reveal his 
secret. Why had he seen-Her while 
Xyra had not? Via the lexicon it 
wasn't even clear that two trand- 
scendents could pass the Interstice. 
Perhaps only one was meant to 
pass, but if so... 

Why me and not her? 

Grey could not calculate. the 
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answer in spite of its being right in 
front of his face. 


As the Epiphany approached, 
their starved: physiques grew ever 
leaner—beauty in emaciation, 
death camp paramours. Slat-ribbed 
now, hollowed-eyed, maps of veins 
denuded beneath skin-which stuck 
to their sinews like damp tissue 
wrapping. Grey began to-lose his 
hair but this he viewed as a posi- 
tive. On several occasions, -Xyra 
blacked out from lack of nourish- 
ment, then staggered to the black- 
marble bathroom to vomit low- 
grade bile. “It’s a positive,” Grey 
assured her. “It's just more proof of 
our providence, is it not? More 
proof=to Her—that we are worthy 
to be Her acolytes, to be Her—” 

"Her Transcendents,” she 
coughed, gagged, and grated. The 
lines of bile swayed over the toilet 
even as she nodded her agreement. 

Hollow-eyed, yes, but bright- 
eyed too, their bodies now purged 
of toxins-and wastes, defectibilities 
burned off by the light-headed fur- 
nace of glucose deficit and ketosis. 
Indeed, theirs was -an emaciation 
not only beautiful but pure. 

The midbook intercessions, 
allowed on the fifth day, granted 
preparations of a more creative 
nature. Grey, with the razor, 
cleaved into quadrants his own nip- 
ple-ends just as she had. The pain 
was like bright white light, licking 
every nerve, and hardening ever 
Still the erection that hàd throbbed 
for nearly a week without abate- 
ment. But Xyra sported a more 
deliberate aesthete, performing 
crude surgery on. herself with 


homemade catgut and genuine 
Conoye bone needles. She shud- 
dered for hours, sweating out the 
pain as she nimbly stitched the lips 
of her majora an inch below the 
creases of her groin. The result was 
sheer functional beauty: when she 
parted her legs, her sex yawned 
open as if in plea, a ravenous mouth 
agape. Grey nearly swooned-at the 
image. 

Embellishments, too, were 
allowed now, at the discretion of 
the participants. Precursors to the 
Epiphany serving to slake the sens- 
es all the more. Distilled poppy tar 
from Burma; opium bulbs from 
Afghanistan, and China White test- 
ed by Grey's contractors to a purity 
of 99 percent. 

Bliss. so potent, even God 
Himself would be jealous. 


tr 


On their bellies, then, they laid 
the stencils. Near scalding linseed 
oil transferred the ink to their skin. 
The razor flashed, newly whetted— 
then they began to cut each other. 
Just nips at first, slicing into the 
lush lines of the Glyphs. Agonizing 
pleasure, excruciating joy. They cut 
deeper, deeper still, reverting the 
ink outlines to gorgeous open 
wounds. Their bodies were now 
each a master's canvas, their blood 
the paint, and their lust each a sear- 
ing brushstroke of the art they 
strove to create. And next— 

“Now,” Xyra pleaded, the word 
issuing like steam. Blanched by 
malnutrition, eyes closed to -slits 
narrow 85 the razor's edge, she lay 
on the drenched bed and opened 
her legs, wide, then wider, the 
catgut stitches. stretching the 
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inflamed ` labial folds—wider, 
wider—stretching, ` stretching— 
until the act opened her sex to-a 
pink scream. Grey fell on her, his 
wounds singing. She bit his lip, 
drawing blood, and Grey bit off one 
of the tiny pedals of a cleaved nip- 
ple. 

“Now,” she whimpered. 

His cock sunk deep—as د‎ dag- 
ger might, to the hilt—as much into 
her sex as into her soul. 
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“Our journeyman has returned. 
Such... venturousness!” 

It was not Xyra who spake the 
words. The coarse black rock 
burned his feet, piping hot air laced 
with oily smoke filling his lungs. 

Fm here, Grey realized. In totał- 
tty this time. 

The-goddess stood in wait, idly 
fingering the furred cleft between 
her-legs from which peeked a cli- 
toris the-hue of adder berries and 
the size of a walnut. At either side, 
amongst the vale's red-black out- 
croppings- of stone, stood squat 
attendants, gray as death, with 
knife slash mouths and chisel-slits 
for eyes—stout clay-like things at 
her beck and call. Unafraid, Grey 
stepped forward, then lay down at 
her pristine feet, let the slavering 
slug-colored golems splay him out. 

Her- shadow-veiled- face - gazed 
down, and he-sensed more than 
saw the tinsled grin. "Are you 
ready?" the goddess asked in-a 
voice like rushing water. 

“Yes,” Grey replied. 

*Are you sure?" 

“Yes.” 

A -titter, then a longing sigh. 
“Indeed. Then let my ushers begin.” 


It was then that her attendants— 
these slag-faced -ushers—com- 
menced with the preludials. As sure- 
ly-as Grey's physical body had tran- 
Scended, so had his pain—to-sheer, 
coruscating pleasure. Bone slivers 
were promptly sunk into his eyes; 
directly into their optic-canals. His 
nipples were- pulled, then snipped 
off. Grey's form flexed upward, the 
pain burning to luscious: pinpoints: 
“My myrmidons need to work-on 
you for a bit,” he heard the dark 
voice- plushly. resonate. Ancient 
blades -adroitly - sloughed -off long 
strips off skin—Grey thought of 
peeling. wallpaper—while. a. great 
reeking mouth bit off all the flesh 
from his face, chewing, then swal- 
lowing: A third. deft surgeon intri- 
cately removed all the skin from 
Grey's penile shaft, then clipped off 
his scrotum, leaving the raw testes 
to depend from vesicular strings. Yet 
each atrocity only left him pining for 
more in the agony that purveyed 
pleasures as no human man had 
ever conceived.  Grey's- tongue 
wagged ludicrously in his mouth as 
a fine-toothed saw removed the top 
of his skull. Scalpels, then, peeled 
away the tulle-like dural membrane, 
exposing the raw brain which was 
then feather-brushed with -arcane 
oils and narcotic elixirs, bidding 
more and more bliss until he was 
exuberantly drowning in it. Drool 
poured into. ከ15 mouth, then- his 
tongue was sucked out, bitten down 
upon, and gnashed away. His limbs 
were summarily sawn off and tossed 
aside, until all that remained was the 
quivering trunk -now -completely 
bereft of skin, a fleshless face at one 
end, flensed genitals àt the other— 

—and wave after wave of pleas- 
ure solely defined by pain. 
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Long pins were inserted into his 
sinuses, then pushed until they 
emerged from his-untopped gray 
matter.-More pins. similarly punc- 
tured his eardrums, and still more 
skewered the hot meat of his heart, 
his liver, his kidneys: 

And the goddess. knelt, elegant 
needle-tipped fingers -tickling the 
scarlet sheen of sinew and venosity 
where his:skin used to be. Sightless 
now, deaf and dumb, all he could do 
was quiver and wait, quiver and wait 
bor more and more and more. The 
needled fingertips sunk into his tes- 
ticles like toothpicks into plums, as 
the goddess" mouth engulfed. the 
denuded cock, suckling, as an infant 
at its mother's teat. Meanwhile;. the 
ushers used his brain as a pin cush- 
ion, gingerly--sinking long curettes 
and dental picks into the tender, 
hypersensitive lobes. 

When She ceased her fellatio, a 
white-hot wire, a yard long at least, 
was proficiently slipped into. his 
urethra, fed down and down until it 
disappeared: 

Narrow -awls- etched. lattice- 
works on his brain, and more 
curettes and picks. teased through 
the wet - convolutions.- But Grey 
could still think and still- feel— 
everything... 

Never stop, he thought. Never, 
NEVET. .. 

A sigh flowed from the goddess’ 
throat--as- She -straddled the 
inflamed torso, then. sheathed the 
skinless- cock 7 with Her slick; 
unearthly - cunt... The four- laden 
breasts: swayed over his stripped 
face as She fucked him; while the 
ushers'- nimble- fingers -pinched 
sugarsweet milk out of each 
swelled nipple. 


*Here-is-what you want,” came 
Her rich whisper. Here is your 
transcendence.” 

The: luciferic -cunt- tended his 
cock like the mouth of an expert 
fellatrice. Each motion back: and 
forth lead him into death and then 
back again as the immortal moment 
ascended to its pinnacle; then— 

Exploded forth. 

A-denizen hand: reached back; 
crushed Grey's balls to puree at the 
precise moment of his-orgasm. He 
came and came for what. seemed 
hours or days, emptying an inex- 
haustible reservoir of sperm deep 
into the loins-of the nethérworld. 

He came and came — 

Never stop, never stop— 

—and came and came— 

—forever and-ever... 


ተተተተተ 
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Grey's halted heart -tremored, 
beat once, then twice, then slowly 
resumed its. rhythm ‘of life. When 
his eyes opened, it: was lamplight 
that filled them; not the maleficent 
sky nor the rot-colored moon: 

He lay shivering in bed, his bed, 
in his Madison Park loft, And he lay 
whole, intact, -uninjured save for 
the glyph etchings now dried to grit 
on his abdomen: 

I-was there: With-Her.:. 

Of that there could:be-no doubt. 
He gagged, his-chest hitching, then 
a violent cough expelled not-blood 
or phlegm but. remnant oversweet 
milk. Semen, in an impossible vol- 
ume; had dried to a veneer of white 
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incrustation covering the entirety. 
of his groin. His cock lay utterly 
spent, a dead bird in a sullied nest. 

Xyra! I have to tell her. this 
time! TI transcended! 1: made 
love...with Her! 

But there would: be no such 
telling, ever. While Grey lay whole 
now, his mortal lover did not. She'd 
been reduced, in fact, to the same 
limbless, faceless, skinless” hulk 
that Grey himself had been revert- 
ed to on-the other side: All of her 
remains, and all of her pieces, lay 
about the hardwood floor like gar- 
ments flung aside in haste. 

And as to who exactly had done 
this to her— Grey needn't speculate. 

When he reached out to touch 
her, the straight razor fell to the 
sodden sheets; the hodgepodge of 
tools, too, lay all about him: the 
saw, the flensing knives, the wires 
and snippers. Curettes and needles 
turned her exposed brain into a 
macabre porcupine. Blood dried on 
his forearms to the elbows, like 
scarlet tempera paint, and when 
Grey reglimpsed her unfleshed 
face, only then did he realize how 
full his stomach felt... 

But it had been worth it, he 
knew that without even needing to 
think, and he also knew that Xyra, 
her “quest being as impassioned, 
would agree. 

I have-experienced the unexpe- 
riencable. Pleasures defined by 
another order of sensation alto- 
gether. 1...have transcended. 

Grey blinked, remembered. 

Never stop, never stop... 


“Hold still!” 
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“Like that, yes. The same way— 
Be careful! The ink will smear!” 


ተተተተተ 
“Damn you! Don't die! Not yet!” 
ተተተተተ 


The face formed through: elec- 
tric fuzz. “In all my years, I’ve 
never—and I mean never—seen 
anything like this," came the quite 
dour remark of the Special Agent in 
Charge of the FB.L's Seattle Field 
Office. Shell-shock- burnished his 
eyes like the deadpan gazes of vet- 
erans remembering the Tet 
Offensive. "This guy's doing things 
that— Fm sorry, I just can't—I can't 
talk about it." Grey changed the 
channel— 

“—unlike any serial killer man- 
hunt since the Green River Case, 
yet authorities have hinted of atroc- 
ities performed on the victims more 
perverse, more. sadistic: than any 
case on file—" 

“—a modus of extreme psycho- 
sexual violence involving dismem- 
berment, necrophilia, genital muti- 
lation; cerebral dissection—" 

“—a monster, a monster—” 

Grey flicked- the set off only 
moments after turning it on. They 
simply didn't. understand—no- one 
could, no-one who hadn't seen with 
their own eyes and who hadn't felt 
with their own nerves... 

Disconsolate, yes, but Grey 
would not be thwarted. From the 
end table, several newspaper head- 
lines barked at him: MANIAC 
STRIKES AGAIN and CLUELESS 


POLICE MAINTAIN MANHUNT 
and EIGHTH MUTILATION: MUR- 
DER STUNS CITY DISTRICT. 

Make that the ninth, Grey com- 
miserated, placing sheaves of skin 
into à handle-tie garbage bag. 
Hands and feet, arms and legs, gob- 
bets of brains—it all went into the 
bag. 

Prostitutes provided the meat 
for his first attempts but, alas, all 
failures. Ruminating now, this made 
sense. Corrupted bodies, corrupted 
spirits. Then a business woman 
from Microsoft, a critical care 
nurse, a Catholic nun and then-an 
Episcopal Deaconess. He’d gotten 
close with the nun, close enough to 
catch the -goddess' scent and to 
taste. a single drop of Her sweet 
milk on his tongue. 

Close. But not close enough: 

The next new moon starred his 
calendar, not far off. Grey took a 
respite from the indecorous chores, 
and ate voraciously: foi gras with 
lemon grass on toast points, flat- 
bread from an actual Toltec recipe, 
a favorite Variation of Miso crafted 
by the careful squeezing of Iranian 
sturgeon roe, all washed down with 
a bottle of Montratchet 1856. 

Perhaps someone was watching 
over him; disposing of his latest 
suitor took all of twenty minutes, in 
broad daylight no less. Where is 
your soul? he wondered of his lat- 
est mate. It was a forlorn thought. 
He dropped the laden bag into a 
dumpster behind the Mecca Cafe: 
Is your soul with Her? 

Who knew? 

Later, as night reclaimed. the 
city, weeping strains of Vivaldi's 
fourth-opus caressed the soothing 
dark: Grey-sipped Louis XIII. No 


taste registered until after it was 
swallowed, like the honey of Xyra's 
sex just after a Calistoga bath. Poor 
Xyra. She would understand; she'd 
even be proud, for it was through 
her verity—unmatched thus far= 
that Grey had made his only fully 
successful. Transcendence. One of 
the prostitutes had simply died 
halfway through. the - Third 
Intercession-—starvation, -he-sup- 
posed.: Another had. strangled on 
her own vomitus while Grey was 
working on her. He wondered who 
to choose next. A dominatrix; per- 
haps,-someone from the “adult” 
ISO's. A philosophy student? A the- 
ologian? 

The pickings, indeed; were ripe, 
and endless as his ardor. A calm 
moon shone in the high window, 
stars- coming out like luminous 
breath. She was out there, some- 
where. Was She waiting for him? Or 
tending to other voyagers? 

Who knew? 

Tomorrow he would embark to 
find more Queen Anne's. Lace and 
their lovely- amaranthine buds. 
After that he would make the rice 
paper, as Xyra had shown bim. 
Then he would begin to strop the 
blades. 

Grey realized he may never 
achieve a full Transcendence again. 
Such...wonders... But at least he'd 
been blessed the once, granted the 
gift that only a handful, in all of his- 
tory, had been allowed to unwrap. 
No, he may never get back to Her 
again, but he did know this— 

Never stop, never stop— 

He would never stop trying. 
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